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The store was silent again like it always was on my long night shifts. A week had passed, but I still hadn’t slept right since that night. Every time I thought about it, I wondered if I’d lost my mind, if it had been some fever dream brought on by exhaustion.
But here I was again, pushing my cart down the same aisle, past the same racks, until I reached her. She stood exactly as I’d left her: heels strapped tight, blouse neat, skirt falling just above the knee. Her glassy eyes fixed straight ahead, her lips curved in that faint, painted smile.
My hands shook as I set the fresh clothes on the fitting stool. I told myself it had been a hallucination. She’d never moved, never spoken, never wrapped her warm body around me. It was all in my head. It had to be.
Still, when I stepped close, my throat went dry. I reached for her collar, fingers brushing the edge of the blouse, trembling. The fabric was cool, crisp under my touch. I slid the first button loose.
Her chest rose.
I froze. My pulse hammered in my ears. I told myself it was nothing, just the shift of fabric, the draft of air conditioning. But then her chest rose again, and fell,  the unmistakable rhythm of breath.
My hand shook as I stroked the curve of her shoulder, bare skin showing where the blouse slipped away.
She gasped.
The sound was soft but undeniable, pulled straight from her throat. Her lips parted, her eyes flickered, and suddenly they weren’t glass anymore. They focused on me. On my hand.
“You came back,” she whispered, her voice hoarse with wonder, as if waking from a long sleep.
My knees nearly gave out. “Jesus,” I muttered, clutching the blouse in my fist. “I thought I imagined you.”
Her mouth curved into a shaky smile, her chest rising faster now. She lifted one hand,  slow, awkward, and pressed it against mine where it gripped her blouse. Her skin was warm. Alive.
“I thought I imagined you too,” she said.
The store around us remained silent, humming faintly with the air units. My heart pounded as I stared into her eyes, unable to look away. The mannequin was gone. The woman was back.
Before I could say another word, she moved. Not the slow, hesitant stir from last time, but a sudden leap. She swung her leg down from the pedestal, heels clacking on the polished floor. She grabbed my hand, laughing, her fingers warm and urgent.
“Come on,” she whispered, tugging me hard enough that I stumbled after her.
“Wait, where?” My voice cracked, but she only turned her head back, her eyes blazing now with excitement, hair whipping across her cheek as she pulled me down the row.
We stopped in front of another display. Another mannequin stood there, tall, poised, frozen in place. Her painted lips were red, her body draped in a cocktail dress that hugged every curve. She looked exactly as the others did.
I knew her too, from dressing her every week. I knew them all.
My mannequin, my woman, pressed up close to her, so close their noses almost touched. She cupped the other’s cheek with both hands and leaned in, her lips brushing against the glossy, lifeless mouth.
The sound came again, a faint, shaky gasp. The frozen chest lifted once, then again. The still eyes fluttered, rolling before focusing straight ahead.
I staggered back, my pulse thundering.
The new mannequin blinked, her lips parting as color seemed to flood her face. She took one unsteady step forward, arms dropping stiffly to her sides. Her eyes fixed on me then on the woman holding her.
“You woke me,” the second one whispered, her voice raspy, stunned.
The first turned back to me, gripping my hand with trembling excitement, her smile wild and bright. “See?” she whispered. “We’re not alone.”
The first one laughed, a wild, bright sound that filled the empty store and made my skin prickle. She threw herself into me, kissing me everywhere at once, her mouth hot and frantic on my cheeks, my jaw, my throat, tugging my shirt open like she couldn’t get close enough.
The second stood frozen, blinking, chest rising in ragged, new breaths, her lips parted with shock.
“Watch,” the first panted, turning back to her, her smile glowing with mischief and wonder. She pressed her fingers to her own breasts, gasping as she squeezed, then dragging her hand lower, between her thighs. She moaned, shuddering, her eyes fluttering shut as she rubbed herself shamelessly. “This, this is what we can do.”
The second’s mouth fell open, her hand twitching uncertainly at her side.
The first grabbed my hand, guided it up under her skirt, and cried out when my fingers pressed into her heat. “And this,” she gasped, biting her lip, laughing breathlessly. “This is what he does. He makes it even stronger.”
She looked back at the second, eyes gleaming. “Touch me. Touch him. Feel what it does.”
The second moved at last, stepping forward like every inch of her body was stiff and new. Her hand lifted slowly, trembling, until it rested on my bare chest. Her fingers spread, pressing against my heartbeat, and she gasped sharply. “Warm,” she whispered, dazed.
The first moaned again, grinding against my hand, showing her. “Yes. Warm, alive. And when you touch here,” she leaned forward, kissing me deeply, her tongue sliding into my mouth with wet, eager hunger, breaking the kiss only to gasp and laugh again, “he shivers. He can’t help it.”
The second’s eyes widened, her lips parting as she stared at my face, at the tremor that went through me under the first one’s assault. She whispered, “I want to make him do that.”
The first giggled, radiant, pulling her closer. “Then learn from me.”
The second mannequin stood frozen, her fingers still resting lightly on my chest. She stared at me as if waiting for permission, her lips parted, her breathing shallow and uneven.
The first one laughed again, glowing with mischief. She pulled the second’s hand higher, pressing it to my throat, holding it there. “Feel him,” she whispered. “He’s alive under your touch. Every sound he makes, every shiver, it’s real.”
The second swallowed hard, her hand trembling against my skin. She tilted her head, eyes wide, studying the pulse beating beneath her fingertips. “It’s fast,” she murmured, almost frightened. “Like it’s going to break through.”
The first kissed me again, deep and hungry, moaning against my mouth as she ground her hips on my hand. Then she broke away and turned back to the second, her lips glistening, her eyes wild with joy. “It makes me burn when he touches me. Watch.”
She pulled her skirt up higher, baring herself, pushing my fingers deeper into her folds. She gasped loud enough to echo, her thighs quaking, her voice shaking with laughter. “See? This is what you’ll feel too.”
The second’s hand twitched, then dropped quickly, almost shy, as though she was afraid of her own curiosity. Her eyes darted to the place where my hand worked the first one, to the way her body rocked and trembled against it. Her lips parted again.
“I can’t,” she whispered. “I don’t know how.”
The first cupped her face in sticky fingers, kissing her softly, tender at first, then harder, moaning into her mouth. When she pulled back, her smile was dazzling. “That’s how you start. Just touch. Just taste. Let yourself move.”
The second shivered, her breath ragged, her hand hovering uncertainly before she finally set it on my shoulder. Her palm was warm now, her fingertips tentative as they brushed my skin. She gasped at the contact, her eyes flying wide.
“It’s different than I thought,” she whispered, her cheeks flushing. “Not hard. Not cold. It pulls me in.”
The first giggled, kissing my throat while grinding against my hand. “Yes. And once you start, you can’t stop.” She pressed the second’s hand lower, guiding it toward my chest, my stomach, urging her forward.
The second’s hand lingered on my stomach, trembling, but she pulled it back as if burned. Her chest rose and fell quickly, her lips parted in a whisper. “I can’t, I don’t know what to do.”
The first laughed softly, wet fingers sliding down her own skirt again, showing her swollen folds glistening under the lights. She spread herself wide on my hand, moaning so loud it echoed down the empty aisle. “Then start like this,” she gasped, eyes locked on the second. “Touch yourself. Feel what I feel.”
The second blinked, stunned, her gaze fixed on the wet heat spilling over the first’s thighs. Her hand twitched at her side, clenching, releasing. The first reached out, caught it, and guided it down, pressing her palm firmly against her own heat. The second gasped at the warmth, jerking back, but the first held her there, grinding shamelessly on her hand.
“See?” the first panted, smiling through her moans. “It’s alive. It’s soft. It makes you shake.”
The second’s breath hitched. Her other hand crept down, almost without her realizing, until it brushed between her own thighs under the hem of her dress. She froze, eyes wide, then gasped so sharply her knees buckled.
“Oh,” she whispered, her fingers trembling as they pressed deeper. “That’s me?”
The first giggled, her hips rocking on my hand, her breasts pressed against my chest. “Yes. That’s you. Rub it. Faster.”
The second obeyed clumsily, her breath catching, her hips jerking as her fingers slipped and slid over herself. Her eyes went glassy with shock and pleasure. “It’s wet,” she whispered, voice breaking. “It’s leaking, I’m leaking.”
“Good,” the first moaned, pulling her closer, kissing her neck, smearing spit and sweat across her skin. “It means you’re alive. Keep going.”
I watched them, my cock throbbing painfully against the first’s grinding hips. The second trembled, her body awakening under her own hand, her voice rising into helpless little cries.
She looked at me suddenly, dazed, her lips quivering. “Does he make me feel more?”
The first grinned, eyes blazing, still grinding on me, still clutching her hand. “Yes,” she whispered. “And I’ll show you how.”
The first didn’t wait. She shoved her skirt up to her waist and sank onto me in one frantic motion, her wet heat swallowing me whole. She cried out, nails digging into my shoulders, hips grinding hard.
“Look,” she gasped, eyes locked on the second. “Watch what he does inside me.”
Her body clamped around me, pulsing tight, wetness spilling down my thighs. She rode me without rhythm, laughing and moaning, her breasts bouncing, her hair flying as she threw her head back. Every groan I made only fueled her frenzy.
The second stood frozen, her hand still trembling between her thighs. Her mouth hung open, eyes wide as she watched the first’s body move, the way my cock disappeared into her, the way her hips shook with each thrust. Her own fingers pressed harder, slipping wetly, her gasp sharp and helpless.
“He fills me,” the first moaned, grinding down until she screamed. “Every time he moves, I feel it everywhere. You’ll feel it too.”
The second whimpered, rubbing herself faster, her knees buckling as she pressed her palm harder against her clit. Her face twisted with shock, her lips quivering. “I, I can’t stop. Watching you, it makes me . . .  ”
Her breath broke into a sobbing moan as her body shuddered, her first orgasm tearing through her, messy and unpracticed. She collapsed against a display stand, panting, her fingers still pressed between her thighs.
The first leaned forward, kissing me hard, laughing into my mouth as she rode me harder. She turned her head just enough to grin at the second, her voice wicked with joy. “See? Even just watching him makes you come.”
The second’s chest heaved, her eyes dazed, lips wet with spit where she’d bitten them. She whispered, trembling, “I want to feel what you feel.”
The first rode me harder, clutching my shoulders, her body bouncing in messy, frantic thrusts. She tilted her head back and moaned loud enough to echo through the rafters, her voice raw with pleasure. Then she turned her head just enough to look at the second, eyes blazing.
“Watch me,” she gasped, grinding down on my cock until her whole body shook. “Look at what he does inside me.”
Her skirt was bunched at her waist, her thighs shiny, every movement wet and obscene. She reached down between us, spreading herself open with sticky fingers so the second could see everything, groaning as she showed how I stretched her. “Every time he pushes, I break again. You’ll break too.”
The second pressed a hand over her mouth, her eyes wide, chest heaving. Her other hand still hovered between her thighs, trembling, wet from her first orgasm. “I can’t,” she whispered through her fingers. “I’m not ready.”
The first leaned close, grinding in deep, shivering as her cunt spasmed around me. She moaned right in the second’s face, her breath hot, her lips glistening. “Yes, you are,” she teased. “You’re dripping. You’re shaking. You want it.”
The second whimpered, her knees buckling as she rubbed herself again, faster now, unable to resist. Her fingers slipped clumsily, her hips jerking as she watched the first bounce on me, every wet slap of skin making her shudder harder.
“I don’t, ” she stammered, gasping as her body betrayed her. “I don’t know if I can, ”
The first screamed suddenly, arching her back, clutching my hair as she came, milking me in tight, spasming waves. She laughed through it, crying out in broken gasps, then turned her face back to the second, glowing with triumph.
“You see?” she moaned, still trembling on my cock. “That’s what he’ll give you. That’s what you’re afraid of,  and it’s the best thing you’ll ever feel.”
The second’s fingers worked harder, her moans growing louder, her body trembling as she rubbed herself to the sight. She cried out, collapsing against the display, her orgasm ripping through her again, messy, shocked, helpless.
When it passed, she lifted her face, flushed and damp, lips trembling. “I want it,” she whispered. “I want to feel it too.”
The first still rode me in slow, rolling thrusts, her body heaving and glowing, every movement drawing a moan from her throat. She leaned forward, pressing her lips to mine, sucking my tongue deep, then broke away with a laugh. She turned to the second, eyes wild, voice breathless.
“Come closer,” she whispered, beckoning with sticky fingers.
The second shook her head, hugging herself, her chest rising and falling too fast. “I can’t. I’ll fall apart.”
The first giggled, sliding her hips down hard on me, shuddering as her body clenched. “That’s the point,” she gasped. “Falling apart is the best part.”
She leaned forward, caught the second’s wrist, and pulled her in. The second stumbled, resisting weakly, but her eyes never left the place where our bodies joined. She gasped when the first pressed her hand against my chest, against the mess dripping down between us.
“Feel,” the first moaned, grinding again, dragging her own wet folds along my cock so the second could feel every tremor through her hand. “He’s still inside me. He’s stretching me open.”
The second whimpered, her knees buckling, her free hand clutching at her skirt. She rubbed herself through the fabric, gasping, her eyes glassy. “I don’t know how, ”
The first kissed her, hard, her moans spilling into the second’s mouth. She dragged the second’s hand down between their bodies, pressing her trembling fingers right against the swollen seam where I filled her. The second cried out at the heat, jerking back, but the first held her there, laughing, grinding harder.
“That’s what it feels like,” the first whispered against her lips. “That’s what you’re aching for.”
The second shook, moaning helplessly, her fingers now wet from both of us. She stared down at her hand in shock, then at me, her lips quivering. “I want to feel it,” she admitted, voice breaking. “I want it inside me too.”
The first slid off me slowly, gasping as my cock slipped free and glistening. She caught the second’s hand before she could pull it away, lifting it between them.
“Look,” she whispered, her voice trembling with joy. Her tongue darted out, licking the wetness from the second’s fingers. She moaned softly, sucking them into her mouth, eyes closing as she tasted. When she pulled back, her lips shone. “That’s what it feels like. That’s what you will feel.”
The second whimpered, staring at her damp hand, then at my cock, hard and smeared between us. She rubbed her thighs together helplessly, her hips twitching in little jerks she couldn’t stop.
The first leaned down, kissing her again, slower now, letting the mess smear between their mouths. She pulled back just enough to murmur, “You’re dripping. You’re shaking. You’re ready.”
The second’s breath came ragged, her hand pressed hard against her skirt, grinding into herself without even thinking. “I, I don’t know if I can take it,” she whispered, eyes locked on me.
The first giggled, stroking my cock with her sticky hand, smearing it all over, groaning at the feel. “That’s what I said,” she teased, moaning as her fist pumped me. “And then I couldn’t stop.”
She reached for the second’s hand again, guiding it to wrap around me. The second gasped at the heat, at the twitch under her palm, her eyes wide with shock. She stroked once, clumsily, then again, biting her lip.
The first moaned at the sight, pressing her own fingers between her thighs, watching with delight. “See? He throbs for you too.”
The second stared at me, trembling, her hand still stroking me uncertainly. Her lips quivered. “I want it,” she whispered at last. “I want to feel it inside me.”
The first held my cock upright, stroking slowly, keeping me wet and ready. Her eyes burned with delight as she looked at the second. “Come on,” she urged softly. “Climb over him. Feel what I felt.”
The second shook her head once, her lips quivering, but her feet carried her forward anyway. She lifted one knee, setting it down beside my hip, then the other, until she straddled me. Her chest rose and fell too fast, her breath shallow, her thighs trembling on either side of me.
Her skirt bunched up around her waist, exposing the wet heat between her legs. She gasped when my cock brushed against her, jerking as though shocked, her hand flying to cover her mouth.
The first giggled, guiding her hand down, wrapping her fingers around me again. “There. Hold him. Guide him where you want it.”
The second’s hand shook violently, but she obeyed, gripping me clumsily, pressing the swollen head against her steaming folds. The contact made her cry out, her hips twitching without control.
Her eyes locked on mine, wide and dazed. “It’s hot,” she whispered, voice breaking. “It twitches against me.”
I groaned, my hips jerking up slightly, the wet tip sliding against her slit. She moaned at the feeling, trembling harder.
The first rubbed herself furiously beside us, watching with wild joy. “Push down,” she gasped. “Let it in. You’ll never forget it.”
The second hovered there, holding me against her opening, her whole body shaking. She bit her lip hard enough to leave marks, eyes fluttering shut. “I don’t know if I can,” she whimpered, hips rocking just enough for the head to press inside, stretching her.
Her breath broke in a sobbing moan as her body opened for the first time. She froze, gasping, eyes wide in shock.
The first kissed her cheek, whispering, “Yes. That’s it. Take more.”
She froze with just the head inside her, her thighs quivering against my hips, her fingers digging into my chest for balance. Her mouth hung open, a broken sound spilling out as she gasped for air.
“It’s splitting me open,” she whispered, eyes wide, voice trembling. “So big, I can’t.”
The first kissed her jaw, stroking her hair, moaning at the sight. “Yes, you can,” she urged, still stroking herself furiously. “Feel how he throbs inside you. That’s him. That’s what you want more of.”
Her body squeezed tight around the head, pulsing as she trembled, her hips jerking without her meaning to. Each tiny movement dragged a moan out of both of us.
I gritted my teeth, fists clenched against the floor. The pressure was unbearable. hot, wet, clenching around me like a vise. My cock twitched violently inside her, and she gasped, her eyes flying wide.
“It moved,” she cried, her voice breaking. “It jumped inside me. Oh God, it feels, ” Her words dissolved into a strangled moan as her hips dropped another inch without her control, her body stretching open.
The first held her close, kissing her shoulder, urging softly, “That’s it. Take him. Take all of him. You’ll never stop once you do.”
The second shook her head weakly, but her body betrayed her, sinking lower with a helpless cry. Her cunt slid over me inch by inch, every tremor drawn out, every sobbing gasp filling the empty store until at last she stopped halfway, shaking violently.
Her eyes brimmed with tears of shock and pleasure, her lips trembling. “I can’t believe what it feels like,” she whispered. “It’s tearing me apart, but, I don’t want to stop.”
She clung to me, shaking, my cock buried halfway inside her, her thighs quivering as though they couldn’t hold her up. Her mouth hung open, broken sounds spilling out with every ragged breath.
The first slid behind her, wrapping arms around her waist, holding her steady. “Don’t force it,” she whispered against her ear. “Just feel him. Feel what he does to you.”
She pressed her hands to the second’s hips, guiding them in the smallest motion, a subtle rock. The shift dragged me an inch deeper, my cock throbbing violently inside her. The second gasped, eyes flying wide, her whole body jolting.
“He twitched,” she whispered, voice trembling. “I felt it inside me. It’s, alive.”
The first moaned at her words, grinding her own wet slit against the second’s thigh, smearing herself shamelessly. “Yes. He throbs for you. Every time you move, he shudders. Can you feel it?”
The second whimpered, her nails raking down my chest. “Yes,” she gasped. “Every pulse, it makes me shake harder.”
Her hips rocked again, another tiny movement, and she cried out, clenching down around me so tight I groaned beneath her. She froze, shocked, then moaned louder, trembling from head to toe.
The first kissed her neck, her voice low and wicked. “That’s only half of him. Imagine all of it.”
The second’s lips quivered, her breath sharp, sweat running down her temples. She whispered, dazed, “If just this much breaks me, what will the rest do?”
The first laughed softly, stroking her hair, guiding her hips in another teasing rock. “That’s what you’re going to find out.”
She clung to me, half-impaled, her thighs trembling as if they’d give way. Her cunt squeezed around me in fluttering spasms, every pulse pulling another groan out of my chest.
The first held her hips steady from behind, rocking her gently, barely an inch at a time. Each shift drove me a fraction deeper, then back again, teasing her with what waited below.
The second cried out at every movement, her nails digging into my chest, her body jerking helplessly. “Stop, don’t, ” she gasped, but her hips betrayed her, grinding down into the motion. Her voice broke into a whimper. “It’s too much, oh God, it’s too much.”
The first kissed her neck, laughing breathlessly. “Too much feels the best. Listen to him groan beneath you. Feel how you make him shake. That’s your power.”
My cock throbbed violently inside her, twitching against her walls. She wailed at the sensation, her eyes flying wide, her lips quivering. “He moved again, inside me, it makes me, oh, ” Her voice dissolved into a sobbing moan, her hips rocking harder without her meaning to.
The first rubbed her clit with sticky fingers, circling fast, her own voice breaking into moans as she teased both of them. “Don’t stop. Ride the pulses. Let it drag you deeper.”
The second bucked, her body locking, her nails scratching my chest. “I can’t hold it, I can’t, ” She broke into a scream as an orgasm tore through her, her walls clenching so violently I shouted beneath her. Her hips bucked wildly, and the motion shoved me another inch deeper.
She collapsed forward against me, shaking, sobbing with shock. “It’s breaking me,” she whispered into my ear. “If half of you does this to me, I need the rest. Please. I need all of it.”
The first laughed in triumph, her voice wicked with joy. “Then take him. All of him. Let him ruin you the way he ruined me.”
Her whole body shook as she clung to me, her cunt still fluttering around just half my cock, wetness spilling down my thighs. Her words echoed in my ear, broken and pleading: I need the rest.
The first slipped her hands to the second’s hips, steadying her, guiding her. “Yes,” she whispered against her neck. “Now. Take him.”
The second whimpered, biting her lip hard, but her hips began to move. Slowly, trembling, she sank down, the swollen head stretching her wider, wider still. Her nails raked my chest, leaving red trails as her body opened inch by inch.
Her breath came in ragged sobs. “It’s tearing me, it’s splitting me apart,”
The first kissed her cheek, moaning as if feeling it too. “That’s what it’s meant to do. Don’t fight it. Let it happen.”
Another inch slid inside, then another, her walls clenching violently around me. I groaned, fists clenched against the floor, my vision going white from the pressure.
The second screamed, her hips jerking, but she didn’t stop. Her body betrayed her, sinking lower, inch after inch until at last her thighs pressed flush to mine.
She froze, her whole body quaking, my cock buried fully inside her for the first time. Her eyes flew open, glassy and shocked, her lips trembling around a whimper.
“It’s all in me,” she whispered, dazed, as though she didn’t believe it. “I’m full. I’m, I’m split wide, and I love it.”
The first laughed with joy, kissing her neck, her own hips grinding against her. “Yes,” she moaned, her voice wicked and triumphant. “Now you’re alive.”
She sat flush on my lap, buried to the hilt, her thighs trembling so hard I could feel them shaking against me. Her chest pressed to mine, damp and heaving, her breath breaking in ragged gasps.
Her eyes were wide and unfocused, her lips quivering. “It’s inside me. All of you. I can’t believe, it fits.” Her voice cracked, torn between awe and panic.
The first kissed her cheek, her temple, her mouth, whispering between frantic little moans. “Yes. All of him. Every inch. Now feel what it does to you.”
The second clenched around me violently, her cunt fluttering in spasms, and she wailed, her nails biting into my shoulders. “It’s too much, it makes me shake, it won’t stop.”
I groaned beneath her, the pressure unbearable, my cock twitching deep inside her. She gasped at the twitch, her body jolting, her hips jerking down even harder in reflex. “It moved again, oh God, it makes me lose myself.”
The first giggled, rubbing herself against the second’s thigh, smearing wetness everywhere. “You haven’t even started moving yet. Wait until you do. Wait until you ride him.”
The second shook her head frantically, her hips rocking without her meaning to. Her moans spilled out louder with each tiny motion, her whole body on the edge of breaking. “If I move, I’ll come apart. I’ll never stop.”
The first’s smile was wicked, her voice a low moan. “Exactly.”
The second clung to me, shaking, my cock buried deep inside her. She whimpered into my neck, every breath a sob. “I can’t move. If I move I’ll shatter.”
The first slid her hands lower, gripping her hips firmly, guiding them. “That’s the point,” she whispered, kissing her ear. “Shatter. Let him break you like he broke me.”
She rocked the second’s hips the smallest bit, barely an inch. The second screamed at the motion, her cunt spasming tight around me, her nails carving into my shoulders. Her eyes flew open in shock. “It, it dragged through me. I felt everything. Every ridge. Every pulse.”
The first moaned at her words, grinding herself against their thighs, wetness dripping down. “Do it again,” she urged, rocking her hips once more.
The second obeyed this time, moving shakily, lifting half an inch before sinking back down with a sobbing cry. Her whole body convulsed as the stroke tore through her, her lips trembling, her breath breaking. “It’s too much, it’s splitting me every time, I can’t, ”
She lifted again, dropped harder, her voice climbing into a desperate wail. Her thighs quaked against mine, her hips jerking wildly now, each stroke clumsy but frantic.
The first kissed her mouth, swallowing her cries, moaning into her as she guided her faster. “Yes. Now ride him. Don’t stop. Let it take you.”
The second broke into helpless sobbing moans, her body bouncing erratically, her eyes squeezed shut as she fucked herself down onto me, every motion tearing another scream from her throat.
The second bounced in erratic bursts, every stroke tearing a cry from her throat. Her nails raked down my chest, her thighs spasming against me, her whole body jerking as though she couldn’t control it.
The first clutched her hips, guiding her rhythm, kissing her neck, laughing breathlessly. “Yes, yes, like that. Feel how he splits you every time. Feel how deep he is.”
The second sobbed, her voice breaking, her head rolling back. “It’s, tearing me open, every thrust makes me shake.” She cut off in a ragged moan as her hips slammed down again, her body shuddering violently.
I groaned beneath her, the tight spasms of her cunt strangling me, every twitch milking me harder. My cock pulsed deep inside her, and she gasped at the movement, her hands flying to clutch at her own breasts, pinching and squeezing without knowing why.
Her body bucked faster, driven by instinct now, hips slamming down, rising, dropping again. She shook her head, tears in her eyes, her voice frantic. “I can’t stop, it won’t let me stop, I’m going to break, ”
The first kissed her mouth, hard and sloppy, her tongue forcing deep, moaning into her as she rocked her hips faster. “Yes. Break. Fall apart. Let it take you.”
The second screamed into the kiss, her cunt convulsing around me, her whole body seizing as the orgasm finally ripped through her. Her hips jerked wildly, pounding down on me as if she could drive me deeper still, milking me with desperate, spasming clenches.
She tore free of the kiss, crying out, her eyes glassy, her voice shattered. “It’s inside me, it’s everywhere, I’m exploding, ”
She collapsed against me, trembling, sobbing with shock and  Her body collapsed against mine, still shaking, her chest pressed to me, damp and heaving. Her cunt twitched violently around my cock, squeezing in pulsing aftershocks, dragging groans out of me that I barely swallowed down.
I wanted to let go, every nerve in my body screamed for it, but I clenched my jaw, holding back, forcing the flood to stay caged.
The first leaned over us, her face glowing with sweat and delight, kissing the second’s temple, her cheek, her trembling mouth. “See?” she whispered, her voice husky with triumph. “It breaks you apart, but it makes you more alive than anything else.”
The second sobbed softly, dazed, her lips moving against my chest. “It’s still inside me,” she whispered, shocked. “It’s still hard, still throbbing. It hasn’t finished yet.”
The first giggled, stroking my chest, her hand sliding down to stroke where we were joined. She moaned as her fingers smeared through the mess. “No,” she said, eyes flashing. “Not yet. He’s holding it. He’s saving it. And when he finally lets go, ” she kissed the second again, grinding herself against our thighs, breath breaking into moans, “we’ll take it together.”
The second trembled at her words, her cunt clenching tighter around me. She lifted her head slowly, her eyes glassy and dazed, her lips trembling in a weak smile. “Together,” she whispered.
The second lay slumped against me, her body still twitching with little aftershocks, my cock pulsing deep inside her. Her breath came in broken sobs, her chest pressed to mine, her lips brushing my skin with each shaky exhale.
The first curled against her back, stroking her hair, kissing the curve of her shoulder. She looked at me over the second’s trembling body, her eyes dark with mischief and hunger. “You’re still inside her,” she whispered, her hand sliding down to squeeze my base. “Still holding back. Still waiting to burst.”
I groaned, fists clenched, my body rigid with the effort of restraint. My cock twitched violently inside the second, and she gasped, clutching at me. “It’s moving again,” she whimpered. “Even now, it won’t stop.”
The first laughed softly, kissing her cheek, her lips, then pulling back to moan into her ear. “That’s because he hasn’t finished. He’s saving it. He’s saving it for both of us.”
The second blinked, dazed, lips trembling. “Both.”
“Yes,” the first purred, sliding her hand lower, rubbing her wet folds, grinding against my thigh as she spoke. “When he explodes, we’ll take it together. You, me, all at once. We’ll drink every drop.”
The second shivered, her cunt clenching tight again, her breath catching. “I, I want that.”
The first’s smile was wicked as she pressed her sticky lips to mine, moaning into the kiss. “Then let’s make him give it.”
They didn’t wait another second.
The first leaned forward and hauled the second down so both their thighs were pinning my hips. The second’s hands gripped my chest, nails biting crescents into skin, but she didn’t push me away. She held me there, trembling and wide-eyed, while the first slid her hands around the second’s waist and guided her hips.
Both of them closed in, squeezing me between them, warm wetness pressing from one side, heat from the other. My cock sat buried in the second, still deep, and the first ground her thigh against my hip, rubbing the seam where we met. They moved together with a kind of feral coordination: one rocking, the other kneading, both breathing hard, faces flushed, eyes on me like I was the center of everything.
“Now,” the first whispered, and the second answered with a raw sound that was part plea, part laugh. The first’s palm slid down the second’s belly, pushing her hips to meet mine, while the second sank and rose in jagged little bursts. I could feel the second clenching and opening around me, the first’s thigh rubbing the base of my cock in a wet massage that had me seeing stars.
Every tiny motion was amplified a hundredfold. When the second rocked down, the first’s hand pressed the second’s hips harder, driving her down until I hit the deepest, searing point. When the second pulled up, the first’s fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hip, pulling her back to me. They were deliberate, hungry, teaching, testing, taking me as their prize.
Heat built into a pressure behind my eyes. My balls were burning; the skin on my shaft felt like it might split. Their combined friction was unbearable: the second’s cunt tightening and milking me in spasms, the first’s leg and hand creating a constant friction that coaxed every nerve into screaming. I was held in the center of a storm, two living, desperate bodies wringing me, coaxing the last threads of control from me.
“Don’t stop,” the second gasped, voice thin and trembling, eyes squeezed shut. “Please, please, again.”
The first laughed, a sound that was equal parts triumph and song. “Give it, give it to us,” she breathed into my ear, lashes wet, breath hot on my neck. “We’ll take all of it.”
That was the last sane thing I heard before the wall broke.
The first convulsion hit like lightning. My cock pulsed, then slammed, then pulsed again, each knotting contraction driving thick hot ropes into the second. The second screamed and then laughed, a broken, ecstatic noise, clenching down hard enough to shudder me through. The first’s mouth found my shoulder, biting, kissing, her hand frantically smearing the juice between their thighs as if trying to gather every spurt.
I burst, over and over. Wave after wave knifed through me, each one hotter and thicker than the last. They swallowed and clung, mouths and hands skin collecting me. The second’s body heaved against mine, her walls milking me with spasmodic, hungry squeezes that kept forcing more out, and the first’s pressure at my base kept the flow long and violent, wringing me until I felt hollow.
I groaned, a long, ragged sound, as the final spasms torqued my lower back. My vision blurred with sweat and tears and the honeyed aftermath of everything between us. When the last shiver died, the press around me was warm and wet, two breathing bodies pinned to me, trembling.
They didn’t pull away. The second sagged forward, forehead pressed to my chest, sobbing little gasps, a half-laugh, half-cry of disbelief. “It’s all gone,” she whispered, astonished. “It was, so much.” Her fingers crawled up and buried in my hair, clinging like she might never let go.
The first crawled up beside them, pressing a sticky kiss to my mouth, then rubbing her face into the second’s shoulder. “We did it,” she murmured, voice soft, utterly sated. “We did it together.”
We lay like that for a long, shivering minute, three bodies sticky and breathing, the store’s fluorescent hum surrounding us. The mess shone on our skin: honey, chocolate, sweat, and the remnants of my release pooled and smeared between them. There was an odd, fragile peace in the aftermath, a stunned joy that felt almost holy in its simplicity.
Then, with the smallest, almost shy motion, the second pushed a damp curl from her face and looked at me. Her eyes were glassy with aftershocks, fierce and new. “Did you feel it?” she asked, voice small. “Did it make you, ”
“Yes,” I croaked. “God, yes.”
The first chuckled, soft and delighted. “Good,” she said. “Now we get to learn more.”
We did not speak for a while after that. We only breathed and touched, sticky fingers mapping warm skin, slowly, reverently. Outside, the early morning light slanted through the display windows. The store would open in an hour. Clothes waited on racks, mannequins stood in silent rows, and the world of merchandising marched on.
For now, though, there was only the three of us, sated and raw, the echo of what we’d done clinging to the air like the last smear of honey on our tongues.
They took my hands at the same time, one on each side, fingers lacing tight, warm, sticky with sweat and the remains of what we’d just done. The second still trembled, her steps unsteady, but she leaned into me like she never wanted to let go. The first beamed, her eyes alight with mischief, tugging me forward.
We walked through the silent aisles, all three of us bare, our skin glowing under the harsh white lights. Shoes lined the walls, mannequins stood frozen in their poses, the scent of perfume lingering faintly from the cosmetics counter.
The second squeezed my hand, her voice small, tentative. “What is this?” She pointed at a rack of scarves, colors spilling in silk and wool.
“Scarves,” I said, my throat dry. “You wear them around your neck.”
She tilted her head, lifting one with her free hand, rubbing the fabric across her cheek. “Soft.” She smiled faintly, almost shy. “Like your skin, but different.”
The first laughed, pulling me toward the next display. “And this?” She lifted a bra from a rack, holding it against her chest, bouncing on her toes as though testing it. “It hides us? Why hide something so good?”
I swallowed hard, my cock already twitching back to life at the sight of her playing with it. “People, they wear them in public.”
“Public,” she repeated, rolling the word on her tongue. Her grin widened. “Then they come home, and take them off, yes?” She dropped the bra to the floor with a giggle. “I like the off part better.”
The second’s eyes darted to the makeup counter, bottles of perfume lined like jewels. She let go of my hand just long enough to pick one up, sniffing at it. She gasped at the sweetness, spraying a puff into the air. The mist rained down across her breasts, and she moaned, rubbing the scent into her skin with wide eyes. “It burns a little,” she whispered. “But it makes me, tingle.”
The first kissed her neck where the perfume glistened, moaning too. “Everything tingles now,” she said, clutching both our hands tighter.
We moved deeper into the store, our bare feet squeaking on the polished tiles, three bodies glowing, sticky, alive. They asked me questions at every turn, what’s this, what’s that, like children in wonder, but every answer seemed to turn into something hungry, playful, erotic.
The beam of a flashlight swept across the far wall, cutting the bright store lights into stark shadows. A voice followed, muffled through the glass doors at the front: “Movement inside. Store’s supposed to be closed.”
My stomach dropped.
I turned fast, pulling both their hands from mine. “Hide,” I hissed, pointing them toward the dark fitting rooms. Their eyes widened, confused, but they slipped off obediently, bare feet whispering across the tile as the light swept closer.
I pulled my shirt from the floor, dragging it on inside out, no time for buttons. By the time I reached the doors, two uniformed officers were peering in through the glass, their beams cutting across the mannequins in the window.
One tapped the glass with his flashlight. “Hey. Store’s closed. Who the hell are you?”
I forced a smile, fumbling for the lanyard clipped to my pants. “Overnight visual staff. Mannequin dresser. I’m scheduled.”
They looked at each other, then back at me. The older one raised an eyebrow. “Mannequin dresser. That’s a job?”
“Yes,” I said quickly, forcing a laugh that felt brittle in my throat. “Stores want their displays rotated before morning. Someone has to do it.”
The younger one leaned closer to the glass, squinting past me into the store. “We saw movement in the aisles. You work alone?”
I swallowed. “Yeah. Always alone.”
The older one wasn’t convinced. He shifted his light, aiming it past my shoulder. “Mind letting us in? Just to clear it. Make sure you’re not, doing something you shouldn’t.”
My chest tightened. The first’s laughter still rang in my ears, sticky warmth still clung to my skin. I stepped in front of the lock, blocking their view as best I could. “Really, I’m fine. Just mannequins. Plastic and cloth. Nothing worth breaking in for.”
The younger one smirked. “Plastic and cloth, huh? At two in the morning. Hell of a hobby.”
They shared a look, one cop amused, the other suspicious. The older one tapped the glass again. “Open up. We’ll take a walk with you. Won’t take long.”
Behind me, I prayed the two of them were silent, still, mannequins again if they had to be.
I sighed and unlocked the door. The older one pushed it open just enough to step into the vestibule, the younger close behind. Neither crossed fully into the sales floor, but both swept their flashlights lazily over the mannequins near the entrance.
Their lights caught on frozen faces, glossy lips, stiff poses. My chest tightened.
The younger snorted. “Christ. You weren’t kidding. You really do this. Undress these things, redress them, middle of the night?”
I forced a shrug. “It’s a job.”
The older shook his head slowly, his mouth twisting. “Hell of a job. What do you tell people at parties, huh? ‘I put panties on dummies.’” He let out a sharp laugh.
The younger leaned closer, his grin meaner. “I don’t know, Sarge. Smells like more than fabric softener in here. Maybe he likes ‘em a little too much.”
My throat went dry. “Look, I don’t write the schedules. I just get paid.”
The older nudged the younger, both of them chuckling. “Whatever you say, mannequin man. Weird fetish, but hey, someone’s gotta do it.”
Their flashlights cut across me one last time, lingering just long enough to make my skin crawl. Then they backed out, letting the glass door shut behind them.
I watched through the window as they walked off, still smirking, shaking their heads. Their voices carried faintly in the still night air: What a freak. Dressing dolls for a living.
I locked the door again, my hands shaking.
The store was silent behind me. Too silent.
I stood there for a long moment after the cops walked away, my pulse still hammering, their laughter still cutting through me. Weird fetish. Doll dresser. Freak.
The store was silent again, humming with the low buzz of fluorescent lights. I turned from the doors and walked fast, deeper into the aisles, toward the fitting rooms where I’d sent them.
“Hey,” I whispered, voice hoarse. “It’s clear now. You can come out.”
No answer.
I pushed open the fitting room door. The smell of perfume and sweat lingered in the air, sharp and sweet, but inside it was still. Two mannequins stood against the wall, stiff and bare, their painted eyes staring blankly forward. Plastic again.
My chest tightened.
I stepped closer, half-expecting one to blink, to move, to whisper my name. But they didn’t. Just glossy lips, molded curves, and frozen hands at their sides.
I swallowed hard, gathered their clothes from the floor, and dressed them quietly, button by button, tugging fabric into place. My hands shook as I worked, but I finished the job, setting them back where they belonged.
When I stepped back, they looked exactly as they had the first night. Silent. Perfect. Not alive at all.
I muttered under my breath, bitter and low. “Guess that’s it.”
I shut down the lights in my section, pushed my cart back toward the stockroom, and called it a night.
The mannequins stood frozen behind me, their eyes glassy in the dark.
Her laugh came low and husky now, the sound of it trembling against my chest. “You always undressed me so carefully,” she said, her breath warm, her words breaking into little gasps between kisses. Her fingers fumbled at my shirt buttons, tugging at them with awkward eagerness. “Every night, your hands on me. Tonight, tonight I want to undress you. All of you.”
Her eyes burned into mine as she said it, alive with something wild and new, but beneath it I caught the flicker of nerves, as though she herself didn’t know what she was asking. She hooked her thumbs under my waistband, testing the give of the fabric, her lips parted in wonder at the feel of warm flesh just beneath.
“Will you let me?” she whispered, her voice trembling, equal parts daring and plea.
I swallowed hard and nodded, too stunned to speak.
She laughed again, breathless, and tugged me closer. Her hands were clumsy, fingertips skating across the button at my waist, failing once, twice, before it slipped free. The sound it made ,  the tiny pop ,  made her moan as though it were the most erotic thing she’d ever heard.
Piece by piece she stripped me. She peeled my shirt off my shoulders, her palms sliding reverently down my arms as the fabric fell to the floor. She ran her hands across my chest, pausing to pinch and stroke, giggling in astonishment at every twitch, every shiver she drew from me. Her lips followed, wet and curious, kissing across my ribs, nuzzling into my stomach.
At my belt she hesitated, looking up at me with wide, shining eyes. “This part,” she breathed, “is it mine to open?”
I groaned and nodded again, my body trembling with the restraint it took not to grab her.
She pulled the leather free with jerky, clumsy motions, but her smile only grew wider as it slipped loose. The zipper rasped down, the sound filling the quiet store, and she gasped, her breath catching as the heat of me pressed against her hand.
She rubbed me through the thin fabric, shivering, her lips parted in shock. “You’re so hard,” she whispered. “You throb when I touch you.” She laughed softly, kissing the swell through the cloth, then burying her face against it with a low moan.
Then she pulled back suddenly, her face flushed, her voice urgent. “But I don’t want it only one way. I want to feel it too ,  both of us, together.”
She seized my hands, dragging them up to her blouse, pushing my fingers against the buttons. “Undress me now. At the same time. While I take everything from you, I want you to take everything from me.”
Her eyes glittered, her breath ragged with joy and nerves. “Let’s be naked together. No secrets. No more clothes between us.”
She pressed my hands hard against her blouse, breath shaking, her eyes locked to mine. I felt her tremble, not from fear but from the thrill of daring herself forward. Her fingers were already tugging clumsily at the waistband of my pants, but she wouldn’t let me stand idle. “Together,” she whispered, her voice breaking with excitement. “I want it together.”
I slipped the first button loose on her blouse. She gasped, her lips parting as though the tiny sound of fabric giving way was something electric. Her hands answered in kind, shoving my pants lower, her thumbs hooked in the waistband, dragging the cloth down my thighs in jerky tugs.
I peeled the next button free, baring more of her chest, pale skin glowing under the harsh lights. She moaned as though every inch revealed sent a current through her, then groaned when my trousers dropped around my knees. She pushed at the fabric with her feet until they puddled on the floor, laughing breathlessly at the sound.
“More,” she whispered, leaning forward to kiss my throat. “Keep going. Don’t stop.”
I obeyed, each button undone with deliberate slowness, watching her unravel. She was frantic, pulling at my boxers now, stroking the outline of my cock through the thin fabric, gasping at its heat. “You’re so alive,” she whispered, awed. “So hot in my hands.”
Her blouse finally fell open, the last button undone. My hands spread it wide, slipping it off her shoulders, baring her breasts to the air. She shuddered as if the cool draft itself were a caress, her nipples already hard and begging for touch.
She pulled my boxers down at last, and my cock sprang free, throbbing in the open air. She gasped loud, covering her mouth with one hand as though shocked by the sight, then immediately reached out with the other, wrapping her fingers around me. “So big,” she whispered, her eyes wide, trembling with wonder. “So hard.” She stroked once, twice, clumsy but eager, moaning at the feel.
I slipped her skirt down in turn, tugging it over her hips. It slid down her thighs and crumpled at her ankles. She stepped free of it with a giggle, now in only the thin satin panties clinging to her wet heat.
She pressed my hand there, between her thighs, moaning when my fingers felt the dampness through the fabric. “Yes,” she whispered, eyes rolling. “Take them off. Please. I want nothing between us.”
I hooked my fingers into the waistband, pulling them down slow, baring her inch by inch. She gasped when the fabric slipped over her swollen lips, her hips jerking against my hand. She kicked them free, now naked, trembling, glowing with sweat and arousal.
She clung to me then, our bare skin meeting fully for the first time, breasts crushed to my chest, my cock pressed hard against her stomach. Her laughter came low and broken, but her eyes shone with wonder. “We’re the same now,” she whispered. “Nothing left to hide.”
She reached up suddenly, seizing my face in both trembling hands, and pulled me down into her mouth. The kiss wasn’t clumsy now. It was slow, wet, and searching, her lips moving against mine with a hunger she hadn’t known an hour ago. Her tongue slipped into me with cautious curiosity, then bolder strokes, tasting me like she couldn’t get enough.
Her breasts pressed to my chest, soft and warm with sweat, her nipples dragging across my skin with every shift. I groaned into her mouth, my cock jerking against her stomach.
She gasped, breaking the kiss, her lips swollen and damp, her eyes wide in startled wonder. She looked down between us where my cock strained hard against her belly, where her bare hips crushed forward to meet me. Her voice was thin and shocked. “It’s, it’s so hot,” she whispered, breathless. “I can feel you, everywhere.”
Then she pressed harder, her thighs trembling, her cunt grinding clumsily against the base of my shaft. The heat of her folds spread over me, smearing my cock with her wetness, and she cried out in astonishment. “Oh!” Her eyes squeezed shut, her body jerking, her voice breaking into laughter and moans all at once.
Her hips rolled again, this time on purpose, dragging her wet lips along my length. She gasped louder, clinging to me, her whole body shuddering. “It makes me tingle,” she whispered, clutching at my shoulders. “Everywhere I touch you, it makes me shake.”
Her mouth sought mine again, hungrier, more desperate, kissing with the rhythm of her hips as she rubbed herself against me, pressing her nakedness into mine as though she could climb inside me.
She reached for me again, pulling my face down into hers. This time her mouth moved slow, deliberate, her lips sliding over mine as though she wanted to memorize every part of me. Her tongue brushed tentatively at first, then lingered, warm and wet, coaxing me deeper.
The kiss seemed to go on forever, each shift of her lips softer, wetter, more sensual than the last. Her breath caught in little gasps between kisses, her chest heaving against me. Her breasts pressed to my chest now without anything between us, her nipples grazing across my skin whenever she moved, sending shocks down my spine.
She groaned into my mouth, the sound unsteady, full of new discovery. Her arms clutched around my back, pulling me closer still, every inch of her body molding to mine.
When we finally broke for air, her lips were swollen, damp with spit, her face flushed with heat. She stared at me, eyes wide, voice trembling. “I’ve never felt, this close before. Nothing between us.”
She pressed forward again, letting her belly and thighs rub against me without shame, her bare skin hot and wet with sweat. She gasped, startled by the sensation, then laughed breathlessly. “You’re burning against me. It makes me shiver.”
Her fingers slid over my shoulders, down my back, exploring every inch of exposed skin. She touched me like each new place was a revelation, her breath catching at the textures, hard muscle, soft skin, the rise and fall of my ribs. Every discovery pulled another gasp, another kiss, another small sound of wonder from her throat.
She buried her face against my neck, kissing, tasting, moaning faintly. “I want to stay like this,” she whispered, clutching me tighter. “Pressed to you. I feel alive when I do.”
She didn’t let go. Her palms slid down my arms slowly, tracing from my shoulders to my wrists, as though learning me by touch alone. Her fingers spread wide, gliding back up, then over my chest, brushing my nipples, making me shiver. She laughed softly at the reaction, delighted that her touch could make me gasp.
Her hands wandered lower, mapping my stomach, following the ridges of muscle, pausing to press her cheek against me as if listening. She kissed my skin there, little wet touches that made my breath hitch. “So warm,” she whispered, tracing circles with her fingertips.
I let my own hands rise, trembling as I brushed them across her sides. She gasped at once, hips twitching, her body jerking in surprise. Her laugh came shaky, thrilled. “It tickles,” she said, then leaned into it, guiding my palms higher, pressing them against her ribs. Her breasts filled my hands, soft and full, her nipples stiff against my palms. She moaned at the weight of my squeeze, closing her eyes as though savoring it.
Her fingers slid lower again, skimming my thighs, stroking the coarse hair there, marveling at the difference from her own smoothness. She touched carefully, reverently, then retreated upward, laying both palms flat against my chest as if grounding herself.
Everywhere she touched me, she gasped. Her eyes lit with fresh wonder each time, her mouth opening in a little “oh” that turned into a breathless laugh. She stroked my neck, my shoulders, my back, my hips, always pressing closer when she found a spot that made me tremble.
I slid my hands down her back, slow and careful, feeling the smooth arc of her spine, the curve of her hips. She moaned faintly at the contact, pressing harder against me, her whole body alive with sensation.
When our lips met again, the kiss was softer than before but deeper, drawn out. Her tongue moved languidly, tasting, savoring, while her hands continued their exploration, palms flat against my skin, sliding, gripping, tugging, as though the act of touching me was its own ecstasy.
When she pulled back, her forehead pressed to mine, her voice was hushed and awed. “It’s different when I touch you. It makes me tingle inside. Every place my hand goes, I feel it here,” she pressed her palm to her chest, just above her heart, trembling.
She looked down at where our bare bodies pressed together, her voice small, full of wonder. “And when you touch me, it feels even more.”
She leaned back just enough to study me with wide, unblinking eyes. Her hands hovered above my chest, then lowered, her fingertips tracing across my collarbone, pausing, then dipping lower again. She moved so slowly it felt deliberate, like every inch of skin deserved its own discovery.
Her palms slid outward, over my shoulders, and down my arms again. She lifted each one, turning my hands palm-up, studying them as if they were artifacts. She kissed the inside of my wrist, lips soft and wet, then pressed it against her cheek. “Even here,” she whispered, “I feel it. Every part of you makes me shake.”
I cupped her face gently, stroking her jaw, running my thumb over her lips. She kissed it eagerly, then took it between her lips, sucking lightly. She giggled at her own boldness but didn’t let go until her eyes fluttered open again, dazed.
Her hands returned to my chest, stroking, rubbing, pausing to pinch lightly at my nipples. When I gasped, she gasped with me, thrilled by the mirror of sensation. “I made you do that,” she murmured in amazement, kissing my chest right where her fingers had been.
I let my own hands roam carefully across her, cupping the sides of her breasts, then sliding down her ribs and over her hips. She moaned quietly at the contact, then leaned closer, pressing her forehead to my shoulder. Her breathing was ragged, but there was laughter mixed in, the kind of laugh that came from being overwhelmed and delighted at once.
Her palms pressed flat against my stomach, feeling the heat of me there, then traveling downward only to stop, trembling, as though afraid to go further. She pulled back up quickly, sliding them over my chest again, resting one hand above my heart. “You’re beating so fast,” she whispered, her voice barely steady.
I nodded, swallowing hard. “So are you.”
She grinned then, a playful spark breaking through the awe. She pressed her hand against my chest more firmly, then grabbed my wrist and placed it against hers. My palm felt her racing heartbeat beneath her skin, thudding hard, quick, insistent.
“See?” she whispered, eyes bright. “We’re the same.”
She leaned in again, kissing me slowly, her tongue sliding lazily against mine, her body molding to mine without urgency. Every kiss was softer than the last, more exploratory, as if she was trying to memorize the shape of me with her mouth the way she had with her hands.
“I already can’t wait for you to come back next week,” she said softly. “There’s another I want you to meet.”
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